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Dead Ponies

There is death enough in Europe without these
dead horses on the mountain.
(They arc the underlining, the emphasis of death).
It is not wonderful that when they live
their eyes are shadowed under mats of hair.
Despair and famine do not gripe so hard
when the bound earth and sky are kept remote
behind clogged hairs.

The snows engulfed them, pressed their withered

haunches flat,
filled up their nostrils, burdened the cage of their ribs.

The snow retreated. Their bodies stink to heaven,
potently crying out to raven, hawk, and dog,
Come pick us clean, cleanse our fine bones of blood.

They were never lovely save as foals
before their necks grew long, uncrested;
but the wildness of the mountain was in their

stepping,

the pride of Spring burnt in their haunches;
they were tawny as the rushes of the marsh.

The prey-birds have had their fill and preen their

feathers:
soft entrails have gone to make the hawk arrogant.